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Something told him that he ought to run for his life
but he could not move.

The leather apron in front of the great door was
pushed back and a little procession came out. First
two men in black appeared carrying an empty
stretcher. They were followed by a small group of
persons, also in black and quite silent Behind these,
walking by himself, was a tall figure. Michael saw,
with a shudder, that the head of this man was twisted
on one side as though his neck were broken. The
little procession advanced without a sound and it
seemed that the softly shod feet made no contact
with the pavement. The air now was bitterly cold
and the silence held a kind of crowded emptiness as
though, near him, hundreds and hundreds of people
were watching and holding their breath.

Michael saw that the procession was making
directly for himself, and he knew that if it reached him
something appalling would follow. But he could not
move. The stretcher, the followers, the man with
the twisted neck advanced nearer and nearer. He
was in an agony of terror. Then he heard arise on
every side or him, like a wind getting up among trees,
the whisper: ' The Inquisitor! The Inquisitor! *

With a great cry he awoke. He found that his
pyjamas were damp with sweat He lit a candle.
There was still a faint colour in the ashen fire. The
text looked down on him from the wall He could
hear someone snoring in a distant room*